Counter-Revolt:   The Kapp Putsch
tending you are not here. Two detectives are posted
at the entrance to the manager's office. You cannot
leave without being seen."
" Well, I think I must leave, anyway," I replied.
" Please go back to the printing plant and ask one of
the girls there to lend me her bonnet and dress."
Soon he came back with the garments. I quickly
donned them, walked through the corridor, passing
the two detectives with a friendly " Good morning,"
and entered the printing plant behind the newspaper
offices. From there I climbed down to the central
heating room in the basement. The manager was
informed and kept in contact with me.
Escape once more ! Of course I had to remain
hidden, but not necessarily in the central heating room,
which I could leave at night. Many friends offered
me asylum. I changed it every day. Only the
manager and a messenger boy knew where I was. I
went on editing the paper while the police were looking
for me. After almost a week I was tired of the under-
ground life. Sanitary conditions during such a gypsy
existence are not of the best. When the day of the
City Council meeting came, I decided to attend.
Naturally, the entire city knew that the police wanted
to arrest me, and there was great surprise among my
colleagues in the council when I appeared. They
asked me for an explanation of the events, which I
gave them. There was unanimous recognition of the
prudence of my behaviour during the demonstration.
But the speaker explained that City Council members
did not enjoy the privilege of parliamentary immunity,
and that he therefore could not protect me. However,
should the police enter the room, he would help me to
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